On the DEATH of 


Sir JOSEPH SHELDON. 
L AS 


| Lozd Mayo? of LONDON: 


oth of the moſt Capricious Critticks Rage, _ 
Spighe of my Self, my Follies, or my Age; 


No Wonder London, ance ſo famous grown, 
Daily decreaſes from its toſt Renown, 


\ 


Þ 


Though young in Years, yet by hiSBounty bleſt, 
For my Erernal Quiet and my Reft, 

I muſt unload the Burthen from my Breaſt: 

T his mighty Gratitude that ſhakes my Soul, 
And muſt be thus expreſs'd, though ne'r ſo dull : 
For Oh ! who can ſuch matehleſs Goodneſs ſee, 
Snarth'd from us by an early Deſtiny ! 


Was' not enough, O Heaven! Grave Sheldon fell! 


Muſt our Grief be without a parallel ! 


Muſt that whole Race be ſnatched from the Earth ! 


And make of Goodneſs-ſuch a Cruel Dearth? 
As with young Infants, we obſerve, 'is ſtill 
— That others intheir early Wir excell ; 


Matrk'd with that Heavenly Sign we know mult fall, 


- And ſtill expe& th' Unwelcome Funeral ; 
Uncil a laſt, pliant to Fate, ic bends, 

| And ripe for Joys Unſpeakable aſcends. 
So He who moſt in Goodneſs did excell, 
Like to ripe Fruic, too good to laſt, He fell : 


| '-Sure we could ne'r have bourn His Uncles Fall, 


Had not He then ſurviv'd his Funeral : 

As when the Univerſal Phenix Dyes, 

A young One ſtill does from the Aſhes riſe: 

So the Twelve Patriarchs, when Jacob Dy'd, 
Alone on Joſeph all their Hopes relyd : 

*Tis he, and only he, muft raiſecheir Name, 
And ſnatch from time their almoſt ſinking Fame, 
'Tis he muſt mollifie th* A&gyprians Pride, 

Thar they may ſafely in that Court abide : 
*Tis hemuſt ſave them by his powerful Word 
From the-ſharp Famine, or the ſharper Sword : 
That they did hope; All that our Joſeph did, 
But now from ours, he growsthe City »z Head : 
But now behold him, ſee his chearful Eye 

Not Clouded witha ſurley Gravity, 

Bur with Majeftick Modeſty and Grace, 
Promiſing mighty Goodneſs in his Face. 

Bur if ſuch Beauty outwardly we find, 


| Whocan deſcribe the Beauty of his Mind ? 
\ Thar innate Vertue which none ere could Paint, 
Which made him even upon Earth a Saint. 


? | 


 Tohis Equalsfree, to his Interiors good. 


Andtoitsformer Chaos does ſink down: 

Did not one mighty Prop uphold its State, 

We ſoon alas! Road ſceitbend to fate : 

And when the Pillar of a Stately Frame 

Falls, though 'ris Regiſtred i'th Book of Fame, 
The mighty Edificemuſt ſurely fall, 


| And Univerſal Ruine drown'd it all ; 
 Burſtillthe Fame ſurvives, and ſo will His, 


His Deeds have Builc a Monument of Praile, 
O to behold ſuch Cluſtersat his Gate 

Of poor weak Souls, that did his Bounty wait, 
And ne'rin ain; for each had ſure hisſhare 
Both of his Charity, his Love and Care : 
Nor did he proudly his large Gifts beſtow, 
But with Humility and Diſtance too. 

In's Countries good his time he did employ, 
How to preſerve the ood, or Bad deftroy. 
His Noble Juſtice equal Ballance gave, 
Nor could the proud Mans Cauſe out-way his ſlave : 
Not large in promiſes, as moſt are now, 

Nor ſaying ought but whathe meant to do. 

In Fea or Pomps, Noble, and yet not proud, 
With a great, nota groveling, mind endow'd, { 
A Father to the Orphan, tothe Wife 

If rob'd of her loy'd Husband, a Relief, c 
A Noble Pattern of a Chriſtians Life. * 

But hold Melpomeny, and ceaſe to praile, 
Leaſtthouturn'ſt Paganand an Idol raiſe. 
But Oh! forgive me now, if I have been 

By my Compasſion ſooth'd into a Sin. 

And now to Summon all to the Great End, 
He wasa Faithful Subje&, Fairhful Friend. 


Eader look, down and Weep to ſee 
Death Triumphing in Vitory : 
Whoſe Greedy Maw , bo bere Bw 
That which Alive we all Ader'd. 
Net all our Wiſhes, all ew Praiſe 
Cou'd add One Minute to bis Days. 
Then fince His Loſs ſo much We Mean, 
Let Us but think the Caſe our ewn<-: 
Follow His Steps, and we ſhall ſee 
Oxr Sheldon Crown'd with Immertality. 


FINIS. 
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